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Summary:
Andrew always kept a straight face, not showing the turmoil inside of him whenever Ashley was insulted or her actions were questioned. He knew better than to show it openly, especially when she is still around. Always lingering close behind her, but the moment she was gone, he could do as he pleased.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Watching Ashley leave the apartment with a blank look on his face, Andrew looked around the room. There was no way any of the wardens were coming, it was just him and the woman that would soon become yet another corpse.

The words she had said to his sister repeatedly played in his head, if it hadn’t been for Ashley being there alongside their shoddy plan, he would have done this way sooner. The nail gun left by the unfinished DIY project was the perfect alibi.

“H-hey!” The lady cried out in a panic, his cleaver slowly digging into her neck, drawing a minimal amount of blood. Staining his hand, running between his fingers over his palm, down his wrist until his sleeves hid the crimson staining his pale skin.

“Oh sorry.” He replied, though not a trace of guilt could be found behind his apology.

Sure, he was angry with her, but he couldn’t kill her just yet. Just a little longer, he didn’t want Ashley to walk in on them after all.

Man, wonder how life would have been if dad’s condom didn’t break. Actually, I wouldn’t even be here.

He could still perfectly recall the chat he had with their mom over the phone while his sister was asleep. How she had offered him to leave and get a job, which of course would be just another nine to five till death. Or maybe a minimum wage gig, not that they would care—they just needed his labor, the rest was all a lie.

And if he killed himself it would just be an employment cost at the end of the day, while their parents would say they loved him so much. When they obviously couldn’t care less.

Seriously, what is so great about apartment fees that will be the death of me? Not like I can relax living paycheck to paycheck.

He was losing track of time, thinking to himself, getting lost in his own mind. Idly picking at the lady’s skin until she bled. His thoughts were too loud, perhaps the voices were starting to like him back.

Or life was just sick of him.

Except in reality it was the poor woman in his arms begging him to stop.

Andrew wasn’t too sure what was actually happening at their apartment complex, he could guess it was either organ related or for blood. He and Ashley both have A B, less useful blood for most cases. While many of the crossed outdoors had O, a universal donor, a much more useful blood type.

Probably would explain why they took their blood—it was just to check their blood type, if there was any organ trade involved it would be a simple bonus.

“Well, anyway, that’s enough thinking, plus Ashley should be upstairs by now.”

He had heard someone run up the stairs not too long ago, Ashley probably had left the stairwell door open. Not thinking as she carried out their little plan.

The woman he was holding hostage tried to look up at him, and how he could claw her eyes out. Andrew’s mind was steady, running in place while he told her not to look at him, his cleaver digging in deeper.

Oh, how he was going to savor this. All for his little sister, not that he would openly show it. Watching her eyes widen, the fear in them, it made him want to delay this even more. Though, he couldn’t do such a thing, not when Ashley could return and see him like this.

His little Leyley wasn’t allowed to know he couldn’t be without her, either. His Ashley couldn’t see her Andy’s worst side.

Slipping out from behind her, he got a good view of the blood running down her throat, hearing it gurgle while she tried to breathe, screaming against the hand that was held over her mouth.

Dipping the blade deeper, Andrew watched her eyes go lifeless, the hands clawing at his arm falling to her side. But he couldn’t stop, not until he could feel his cleaver against her vertebrae.

Both his hands were covered in blood by the time he hit it, the blood leaking from her mouth staining his hand. Red staining the linen as it pooled around her still warm lifeless body. Part of him wished he could have heard her beg while she was left to die, just like Nina.

He would just have to accept the clawing at his wrist. Her disgusting nails, having left small scratches that made his skin crawl. Putting his hands on her had been disgusting enough.

The things I do for Ashley…

Pulling away, he inhaled, empty eyes watching her. “Shouldn’t have insulted my Ashley.” He mumbled, walking towards her bathroom.

He had to at least wash his hands, after all, he couldn’t get a dirty whores blood on her. Putting his blade down in the sink, he began washing them, meticulously making sure no blood remained on him.

Not under his nails, not between his fingers, not down his wrist and arms. His hands had to be clean, as clean as they could be. After all, these were the hands she liked holding onto, while he was with her implicitly, no matter where she would tread.

Trouble always followed, after all. He knew she would kill to love him, make all the girls that gathered around him go away. But his little sister never thought of what came after that, acting on her childish impulse to be with him. Just like she never realized how he actually thought of them, not noticing how he made Julia tie her hair up, the way his girlfriend was a substitute for his sister.

Everything to keep his own depraved thoughts at bay, more things his pure Leyley didn't need to know about. Things he couldn't give into, dreams he could never tell her about. There was so much Andrew kept to himself, unsure how Ashley would react.

A part of him wanted her to know, to see how she would respond, knowing his degenerate thoughts.

Confess all his dark thoughts, that would tell her he was a lost cause. Her precious Andy, so far gone.

Would she let Andrew into her heart or continue to beg for Andy? Cling to her memories until the end of time, wishing those days would come back.

When everything was simpler, when people didn’t question the way Ashley relied on him. Just seeing her as a little girl clinging to her big brother.

For now, he would continue to bite his tongue, so she didn’t have to see the pressure building up inside his head.

Sighing, he took a step back from the sink, his own tired eyes looking at him in the mirror. A smile on his face, knowing that night he could use the murder of that bitch to snuggle up against Ashley.

Blame the nightmares like always, while he held her any closer than a normal brother should.

Not that she knew any better. He would never let her.

Grabbing the nearest towel, he dried his cleaver and cleaned the door handle, nothing Ashley had to know about after all.

Plopping back in front of the TV next to the woman’s corpse, he waited, listening for Ashley's footsteps. Which came soon enough.

Just act the same as always, she doesn’t have to know. His face remained neutral, nonchalant about the murder he had just committed. After all if Ashley knew what really happened she might just turn away, run and hide not liking what she might have found. He was just little Andy to her, who blindly did her bidding, relaying her godliness. Repeat every lie to the masses.

And god remained violent, adding another line for her, repeat it without fail.

The only flaw in his plan was his sister pointing out the nail gun had never moved. Though knowing her, she wouldn’t even notice.

Which she didn't, instead bragging about her success, displaying only the minimal amount of shock when she heard his lies.